"REMEMBER YOUR UNCLE OF NINGPO"

dom. And still on he goes to Mexico and Canada.
I saw him on the banks of the Thames and on the
arched bridges of the Seine, scheming and de-
vising ways to avoid those failures that have
heretofore met Mm on every hand. Then into
Russia and dipping down to the equator, with the
sweep of an eagle, on to the lands of spice and
cinnamon, working up, as he goes, enthusiasm for
Chinese liberty on every side and accumulating a
treasure with which again to purchase the instru-
ments of death. Finally he returns to England.
Ah, again disaster! There, in the darkness of the
Manchu Legation in London, he awaits with calm-
ness the death-grip of the cord of silk. Yes, after
all, his mother was right. Politics means mis-
fortune. Politics means failure. Beware!

But he escapes the silken cord of the execu-
tioners! Again he swings around the globe.
Again he obtains with the silver of his voice the
gold necessary to bring liberty to four hundred
million people. His followers have now grown
into tens of thousands. They are scattered to the
four points of the compass. Most of them are of
small means, and few have the skill in arms to
help Mm on to victory. Again, he waits, and in
Ms waiting there is failure.

"Beware of politics!   All politics is naught!
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